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THERESE. 
BY S.\LLU: M. BRY A..>;. 
And so the winds or midnight blOIV 
Across her bosom':i starlit snow ; 
Aud yet she lingers on tho shore, 
Nor dreams bis bark will come no more. 
IIis bark? And who, alas, was bo 
For whom sho wutchos wearily-, 
Night after night-beside the deep, 
When otber maidem; are asleep? 
He was a youth or just such mold 
.A.s arc the marblo godc; of old, 
'Vith carcle3S curls of midnight hue, 
Ami dreamy eyes of deepest blue; 
A poet-fiory, proud, and young, 
Who brought a light guitar, and sung 
Ht.:; own tmpa~sioncd strains at night 
Till he became her life and light ; ' 
Then saitl, Farewell, and passed away j 
And there are thoi:::c who dare to say, 
That. though he wrecked her bosom's peace 
He could, and did, forget Therese ; ' 
And that a lady, post the seas, 
Won by hi::; charms amt melodie:';, 
Rc:;igucd to him her oft-sued hand, 
And heart, titles, gold, and land. 
And others wll that bis fair form, 
Once, when a rearful midnight storm 
Conn1lsecl the waves, went down to sleep 
Iu the blue bosom or the deep. 
And others say he last was soon 
On Alpine highl-.;, by a ravine ; 
And that his mountain guides doclaro 
He·:; crushed among the rudo rocks there. 
Ancl others yet say he was round, 
All bathed in blood, cold on tho ground, 
Iu the Black Forc . ;;t 1S haunted shade, 
Pierced o,·er by a brigand's blade. 
Where'er he be-above, below-
Tbi,;; much is all that we may know : 
That she will wait, through dark and rain 
Aud Allan will not come again. ' 
THE COLONEL'S WILL. 
A LAWYER'S STORY. 
BY SYLVANUS COB~ JL 
I sat in my office one morning, engaged in mak-
ing out a brief. I was young in the profession, 
and was bestowing the utmost care upon the pre-
parations for my virgin efforts. I had been in 
practice only a year, but yet I flattered myself that 
I knew as much law as mauy who were older in 
the work. I wasjnst leaning back in the endeavor 
to finn the most fitting arrangement for a succos-
eion of brilliant ideas which had flashed upon me, 
when I heard a step upon the stau·s. I wished the 
intrnder to Guinea, or in the Crimea with a knap-
sack on his back and a score of Russians after him. 
My ideas were all scattered, and the half-formed 
arrangement knocked into pi, as the printers say. 
But when the door was opened, and I saw the face 
of Harry Topham, my ill feelings were blown to 
the winds. 
Harry bad been my school-mate in boyhood, and 
my class-mate in youth. We graduated at Oxford 
together, and when I went into the practice of law 
he turned his attention to the medical profession. 
Ile threw himself into a chair with a deep sigh, 
and then gazed into my face with one of the mo t 
woe-begone expressions I ever eaw 
"Mercy on me! Hal, what's the matter?" I 
cried, for I had never seen such a cloud on hi5 
genial face before. 
" Matter cnougb," he replied, mournfully. "The 
old colonel"s will has been opened." 
" And Ju \ia comes in for the bulk of the pro-
perty," said I. 
"Not so," J:te rejoined. "It all goes to Allan 
Aubrey- nearly every pound of it! Only think, 
Charley, how kind the old man was to me, even up 
to the la.st moment; and think how Julia waited 
upon him, and nursed him, and attended to his 
every want. It's too bad !" 
For some moments I was too much astonished 
to speak. I had" known Colonel Aubrey well, hav-
ing visited there often wiLb Harry. Ile was an 
old man, and had been failing for some years, hav-
ing contracted a fatal disease in India. For over 
a year he had known that he could not get well, 
and hence his business had been all arranged. The 
only two near relations he had living were Julia 
Provost, the daughter of his only sister ; and Allan 
Aubrey, who was the son of his only brother. Both 
these heirs were now orphans, and the colonel 
bad given them a home beneath his roof. Allan 
Aubrey had inherited some property from his fa-
ther, but it had been all squandered, and he had 
managed to get some pretty round sums from his 
sick uncle. He was a reckless fellow, though I 
had never s11pposed him capable of any great 
crime, tor I did not think he had the courage to 
commit one. 
Julia Provost had been with her uncle for s4!ve-
ral years, and had been like an own child to him. 
Ile never had a family of his own, and all his love 
had seemed to centre in his geutle niece. A year 
before he had made a will, and though none )mew 
its contents save himself, his attorney, and the wit-
nesses, yet we all supposed he had bequeathed the 
bulk of his property to Julia. He knew Allan's 
evil habits, and he had frequently intimated that 
he would not trust him with property. 
"But," said I, after I had got the subject fairly 
comprehended, " are yon sure that Allan is the 
heir?" 
"Yes-the sole heir. The will has been opened 
and read." 
"But there must be some mistake," I resumed. 
" I am sure Colonel Aubrey never meant any such 
thing. Moses Borden drew up the will, didn't be?" 
" Yes-and has since died." 
"But the witnesses to that will-where are 
they?" 
" They were all officers who had been in India 
with the colonel, and they arc now in the Crimea 
- and perhaps all dead, now, ere this." 
"Then there may not be a soul living who real-
ly knew what the contents of that will were at the 
time it was made." 
"Just so," responded Harry, with a groan. 
" It's too bad. I didn't think the old man would 
have done so." 
"But J ulin," said I ; "she does not change with 
this?" 
Harry's countenance fell. 
"Ah," he said, "she is a curious girl. She says 
she will never be anybody's wife but mine, but she 
won't be married now. For herself she is willing 
to work, even as a servant, but · she will not help 
dra"' me dow11 to pecuniary trouble. She tells me 
fra;kly that her great source of joyful anticipa-
tion has been the thought that she should be able 
to help me along in my profe&Sion, and thus raise 
me to a position of honor and comfort. But now 
that she is penniless, or nearly so, she will not add 
to my burden, as she calls it. She says I must _work 
- work- and she will do the same ; and if, at 
some futnre time, we are able to make a home 
with some prospect of comfort, then she will be 
my wife, with a love unchanged." 
"Sheisright,"saidl. "You have no money, 
<ind have just commenceq to practice, and Jnlia 
kno1~s tb~t the care of a family now would iuvolvc 
you .m dtfficulty, not only pecuniarily, but in re· 
tardmg your progress in your profession." 
He wa~ about to make some reply, when one 
o'. my cltent.s entered on busineES, and Harry took 
hts leave, remarking, in a whisper, that he wished 
I would see Julia. 
During t~e rest of that day I was very busy ; 
but _when mght came, and I had retired to my 
lo?gmgs, I called up the subject of my friend's 
misfortune. I pondered upon it for a long time, 
and the more I pondered, the more I became op-
pres..<ed with a suspicion of foul play ; I had not 
thought of this at first, but I thought of it now. 
While I sat by my window, a party of young 
men, twG of whom occu11ied a room directly over 
mine, came in and commenced an instrnmcntal 
concert above my head. At another time I might 
have been entertained by the music, but it was a 
bore now, and I took my hat and walked out. I 
had gone but a short distance when a man passed 
me with a hurried, uneven step. A neighboring 
gas-jet revealed to me the features of Allan Au-
brey. I was snre it was he, and, under a sudden 
!mpuls~, I followed him. When he finally stopped, 
tt was m a large gaming hall, and ere long he was 
engaged in play, having thrown a bag of gold 
upon the table. 
"Ah-got the old man's property so soon?" 
said one of his companions, as the heavy bag 
struck the table. 
"No," Allan replied. "But the Jews are ready 
enough to lend their money to me now." 
And this was the man to whom was going the 
v8:'~t property that might have made two virtuous, 
faithful souls happy! I would not believe it. 
There was work for me to do. 
I stood apart, where young Aubrey could not 
see me, and watched him. Ile played recklessly, 
and drank deeply. His nerves were unstrnng, and 
an uneasy spirit moved within him. I saw it, and 
I knew he had something upon bis mind besides 
the cards and the money before him, for even the 
great quantity of brandy he drank did not make 
him easy. I waited until he had lost all his gold, 
and botTowed and lost a thousand pounds beside, 
and then I left the hall. 
By the Lime I had gained my chamber, a curious 
train of suspicion had become impressed upon my 
mind, and before I retired, I had resolved to act 
upon it. 
On the following morning I called upon Julia 
Provost. She was a beautiful girl-not beautiful 
as some are beautiful, but lovely and loving, faith-
ful and true, with a face as pure as virtue it.self. 
She smiled continually wh~n she was happy, buL 
she had no smile now, though her face brightened 
when she took my hand. We spoke of her uncle's 
death, of his lingering sickness, and finally of his 
will. 
"And so you have resolved not to marry with 
Harry now," I said, as soon as I could get around 
to that point. 
"I cannot," she replied, with a trembling lip 
and a moistened eye. "Harry is but just com-
mencing in his profession, and he must not be 
trammeled now. We must both work for a while. 
We shall be happier for it in time to come." 
"You are right, Julia." 
" I know I am," she added, with a grateful look. 
"But allow me to a.sk you something about this 
will," I said, after a short pause. " Did you not 
have rca.son to believe that your uncle had be-
queathed to you a share of hii; property?" 
"I did, most certainly," she told me. "He 
never said so directly, but he used to tell me how 
happy I should be with Harry, and how happy it 
made him to feel that he bad not amassed a fortune 
in vain." 
"And he was in this mood one year ago, when 
his will was made?" 
"Yes-he was always in that mood." 
"Was Allan with him much about that time?" 
" Not just then ; but afterwards he behaved 
himself for a while, and was very attentive." 
" Did he watch any with the old man ?" 
"Yes-a good deal." 
" Do you remember when Mr. Borden, your 
uncle's attorney, died?" 
"Yes-very well; because I remember how 
badly uncle felt. He told me, with tears in his 
eyes, that his old friends were all leaving him. 
Most of his brother officers had gone to the Crimea, 
and he expected but few of them to return." 
" All the witnesses to his will were ordered to 
the Crimea, were they not?" 
"Yes." 
" And Mr. Borden died shortly afterwards?" 
"Yes," answered Julia, growing interested in 
my questions. 
"Was it after the death of the attorney that Al-
lan became so attentive to his uncle?" 
"Yes.'' 
I had no more questions to ask then, and Julia 
was very anxious to know what I was aiming at. 
I told her to rest easy and trust all to me. I was 
so sure, however, that the present will was a forged 
one that I ventured to tell her that I hoped to get 
a portion of her uncle's property for her. 
"0-if yon can!" she murmured, taking my 
hand, while the tears came to her eyes. "Not for 
my sake, for I have been richly rewarded in my 
uncle's love and care ; but for Harry's sake- for 
his sake !" 
I pressed her hand warmly, and having as.."Urcd 
her that I would not rest until I had sifted the 
whole thing, I took my leave. 
My next move was to the house of the physician 
who had attended Moses Borden during his illness. 
He was the same who had attended upon Col. 
Aubrey. I found him in his study, and was ad· 
mittcd without ceremony. He was busy, and I 
came upon the busineES at once. 
"You attended Moses Borden during his last ill-
ness?" I said. 
"Yes," the physician answered. 
"Could you tell me what the matter was with 
him?" 
"That would be difficult," he replied, " though 
I thought at the time he must have had a disease 
of the heart. The symptoms pointed that way. 
I fancied the derangement of that organ had been 
gradually growing upon him, and that some sud-
den convulsion overcame it." 
"You held no post-mortem examination, I be-
lieve?" 
"No. It was his own request that his body 
should not be mutilated. He was notional on such 
matters ; I wished to hold such an examination, 
but had to give it np. 
" If you had held a post-mortem should you 
have been much surprised had yon found poison in 
the stomach?" I asked quietly. 
The doctor started, then pondered a few mo-
ments, with hie fingers upon his brow, and then 
gazed into my face. 
"PoM<m ?" he uttered, -racautly. "I never 
thought of such a thing." 
" But if you can remember all the symptoms can 
you not think now ?" 
He thought a while, and then started to his 
feet .. 
" By my soul," he uttered, bringing his hands 
smartly together, "that accounts for the whole of 
it. I can sec now how those strange symptoms 
m<iy have been developed. But what meau you? 
Do you think the old lawyer committed suicide?" 
"Should you have suspected such a thing?" I 
asked. 
"No," he replied. 
"Nor I. But may not another have given him 
poison?" 
" Hold on !" cried the doctor, again seating him-
self "You are going too deep for my comprehen-
sion. Tell me what yon mean, and then we'll talk 
understandingly." 
"Very well," said I. "I know you will be si-
lent and discreet. So now listen: I was not a 
little surprised to learn that Colouel Aubrey had 
willed all of his property to his nephew, and 
that---" 
" To Allan?" interrupted the doctor, in sur-
prise. 
" Yes," said I. 
"But that is impossible !--Julia Provost was his 
favorite, and he told me that he meant to leave her 
with a reward somewhat commensurate with the 
care she had bestowed upon bim." 
"So I have always supposed," I added; " but 
the will has been opened, and it makes Allan 
Aubrey the heir.-Hear me through, if you please. 
-The only will the old man ever made was drawn 
up by Mr. Borden, and signed by three officcl's. 
Shortly afterwards these witnesses were ordered to 
the Ctimca, and shortly after that the old attorney 
died. About this time Allan Aubrey was not only 
very attentive to his uncle, but he also did consi-
derable business, in the way of el'rauds, copyiug 
conveyances, and so on, between the colonel and 
his lawyer.'' • 
I then told the doctor of what I had seen and 
heard. on the evening before, at the gaming-hall. 
When I had concluded be expressed the decided 
opinion that Borden had been poisoned. 
" And that is not all," he added, with a sort of 
bewildered look. 
"What more?" I asked. 
"I fear the old colonel ~ight have lived lon-
ger!" 
" Do you think so?" I exclaimed, in surprise. 
"I never thought so before, for there was a fatal 
diseai;e upon him ; b11t my medicines did not al-
ways work as they shonltl have done, and some of 
his symptoms puzzled me. I eupposcd at the time 
that there might oe constitutional pecularities 
which caused all this ; but I fear now that all was 
not as it should have been." 
I bade the doctor keep quiet until he saw me 
again, and then I took my leave. Upon the side-
walk I hesitated. Whither next? Should I try 
and obtain the will and take it to one of Borden's 
old clerks, or should I confront Allan Aubrey? I 
knew he was a coward, and that he would betray 
his guilt quick enough. But I wanted a witness. 
I reflected a few moments, and then returned and 
asked Dr. Nash if he would accompany me to Al-
lan's lodgings. I explained my purpose, and he 
cousen tccl to go. 
We found young Aubrey just arisen. He bad 
been drinking soda-water. His eyes were in.flamed, 
his features pale and livid, and his nerves much 
unstrung. His dcbimch of the night before had 
evidently been a deep one. Ile seemecl uneasy as 
we entered, but finally succeeded iu putting on 
quite a bole! face. 
" I am not very well this morning," he said, as 
he drew his dressing-gown more closely about him, 
and then swept his palm over his aching brow. 
"Never mind," said I, determined to come to 
the business at once. "We wont detain you long. 
I unclerstand that by the will which was found 
among your uncle's papers yon are ma~e heir to 
his property." 
"Of course I am," he replied bravely. "I knew 
I should be long ago." 
"But others did not think so," I resumed, eyeing 
him sharply. I saw that he wa.s anxious to avoid 
my gaze, but I would not givQ him the opportuni-
ty. There is a peculiar electric influence in the 
fixed gaze of a questioner upon a guilty man, and 
this influence I meant to exert to its fullest extent. 
" Others wer~ very much mistaken, it seems," 
he said, with a sideway toss of the head. 
" But are you sure the right will has been 
brongbt to light?" I asked, inclining my head 
further forward, and gazing more sternly upon 
him. 
"Sure?- Right will ?- A-a- What do you 
mean, sir? Do you mean to insult me?" . 
"Not at all," I returned, cahnly. "I only want 
to get at the truth of this matter.'' 
" Then take some other time," he cried, con-
siderably excited," I have an engagement now.'' 
"No time like the present," I responded. "Yon 
must listen to me." 
".Must?" he repeated, with a show of spirit. 
"Aye- you MUST. It will be better for yon if 
you do.'' , 
I spoke as sternly and authoritaLively as I could, 
and I was not disappointed in the result. He 
cowed down in a moment, and seemed to shrink 
from me with alarm. I saw through him now. If 
there was not a great crime upon his soul, then 
never did the memory or conscience of man bear 
one. 
" Look ye, Allan Aubrey : Did not you fllrge the 
will under wldcli y<JU cU:ii111 your dead uncle's property ?" 
He started, and his frame trembled from head 
to foot; but after a mighty effort he said-
" No. You know I did not. Old Borden made 
the will in his own hand." 
"But yon are au expert penman, I believe." 
"And if I am, what then?" 
"Nothing-only I thought how easily you might 
have counterfeited the attorney's hand. But say," 
I continued, keeping my gaze intently fixed upon 
him, "WM it not strange that Mr. Borden should 
have died just as he did- just after tho three wit-
nesses of that will had gone off to the Crimea to be 
food for Russi>\n powder? Did you ever think of 
it?" 
. Allan's face assumed a more dcaLhly hue, and 
he seemed to gasp for breath. He was taken by 
surprise. He tried to speak three separate times 
ere he succeeded, and then he only said,-
" I don't know anything about his death." 
"But I do know all about it," I replied. "And 
Doctor Na.sh knows, too. Did you suppose that 
yon ~ou ld poison that old lawyer without his phy-
sician's knowing it? He would have spared you1 
even after he knew that you were also guilty of 
ha.steniug your poor uncle's d oath by the same 
foul means; but when this forged will came to 
light---" 
At this point Allan Aubrey started up from his 
chair, and then sank back again. His face was 
perfectly cadaverous, and his lips like cold marble. 
"Spare me ?- Oh! God have mercy!" he groan-
ed, a.s his chin sank upon his bo._"Om. 
I had not expected that he would break down so 
easily ; but we had found him in just the right 
time. His body was weak and faint ; his nerves 
all unstrung ; his mind bara.'iSed by recent ill-luck, 
and his soul burdened with the weight ·of a double 
mnrder. There was no going back now. I clung 
to him until he finally confessed that the will was 
a forged one. He said be had copied the original 
• 
document, simply putting his own name in place 
of Julia's, and then destroyed it. But he would 
not directly admit that he had done a murder, 
though he did do so in fact. 
"Leave me! Leave me now!" he groaned, in 
such agony as I never saw before. "Leave me, 
and I will let you come again. I am sick. I am 
faint. I am not well. Don't say anything of this, 
but come again to·morrow. Come to-morrow at 
this time, and-and--" 
" And what?" said I. 
"I'll tell you all." 
"But I cannot leave until I have a confession 
over your own signature that you forged this new 
will." 
"I'll write it and let you have it to-morrow," 
he said. 
I had no suspicion then of what was to come, 
but something whispered to me that I had better 
have the confession then, while the doctor and my-
self could witness it. I sat down at his de~k and 
drew up such m1 instrument as I wished him to 
sign. It simply stated that he had destroyed the 
real will of his uncle, after having forged the one 
now proc1ucecl, and that by the original testament 
Julia Prnvost was made the sole heir. This I read, 
and Allan signed it, the doctor and myself signing 
as witnesses. We then left him, promising not to 
speak of the matter to others until we saw him 
again. 
That afternoon Harry Topham came in to see 
me, and when I saw bow sad and dejected he was, 
I had a sLrong desire to tell him of the precious 
document I had in my pocket; but I had given 
my word, and I would not break it. 
" Confound it, it's too bad!" groaned poor Ilar-
ry. " I don't care for the will, nor for the money. 
I've got brain, and nerve, and muscle enough to 
work my way up in the world, and I know I could 
do it better with the sweet smiles of Julia to light 
and cheer me on Lban I can aloue.'' 
"You'll have her smiles all the same, Hal," 
said I, cheerfully-for I felt cheerful despite his 
melancholy. 
"No, Charley-I shan't have any such thing. 
She can't smile as she used to. Oh ! I want her 
for my own. This long waiting may end in sor· 
row." 
"Nonsense, my chum. Cheer up, and be a man. 
If Julia Provost isn't worth waiting for, then she 
isn't worLh having." 
" You have no sympathy for me," muttered Har-
ry, reproachingly. 
"Yes I have," said I. "But I'm busy now, Hal. 
Come in to-morrow, and I'll sympathize with you 
all day." 
I said this as one of my clients-the same one 
who disturbed us before-entered the office. Har-
ry went away with the gentle insinuation upon his 
lips that I had no feeling. Ah-he didn't know 
how much feeliug I was hiding all the while. 
On the following day, according to arrangement, 
the doctor and myself went to see Allan Aubrey. 
We ascended to bis chamber and knocked at the 
door, but got no answer. We knocked again, but 
with the same result. I turned the knob, and the 
door easily opened. Allan was still in bed. I 
spoke, but he did not answer. 
"Herc's a note addressed to you," whispered 
Nash. 
I turned, and saw the note upon the writing-
desk, with my name upon it. A cold sweat start-
ed out upon my brow, for this came upon me sud-
denly and unexpectedly. I knew all ere I opened 
the missive. But I broke the seal before I tm·ucd 
to the bed again. It read as follows :-
"When you open this I shall be no more. Tell not my 
crimes to the world. Say I forged a will, and there let it 
r°'t. I have sufferod enough- more than I can tell. Tbe 
devil tempted me, aud offered me a fortune for my soul, and 
I fell into the snare. Ask Julia to forgiv~e me, and pray for 
me. Sbo ts pure, and her prayers may avail much. Oh ! 
bid her pray God to have mercy on my soul, as I pray now. 
Sbe will now have tbo property which our uncle meant tor 
her, and may sho be happy ill' its possession. 
ALLAN AUBREY." 
I turned to the bed, and found Allan cold and 
stiff. He had been dead sevcml hours, and an 
empty phial upon the table, which smelled rank of 
laudanum, told how he had found his final sleep. 
We summoned a coroner at once, and having 
given our testimony, we left the place. I went at 
once to see Julia, aud found Harry with her. 
" Charley," the poor fellow cried, seizill.g my 
hand, "if you love me-if you do not wish to see 
me go mad, advise Julia to become my wife at 
once. By Ileavcn, she shall not go out as a ser-
vant while I have a head and two hands. She 
says she will abide by your decision." 
"Because I know what his decision will be," 
said Julia, firmly. 
"Suppose you wait until this property is settled 
upon it.s rightful owner," I replied. 
"And what then?" a.sked Harry, breathlessly, 
for he saw something in my eye. 
"Why- then you and Julia can do pretty much 
as you have a mind to.'' 
" What do you nean ?" 
"Simply that if you get Julia Provost for a 
wife, you'll get something like eighty thousand 
pounds sterling with her." 
While Julia sank down pale and trembling, and 
Harry stood grasping my arm, I told my whole 
story. 
" POOR ALLAN !" ejaculated Julia, and then she 
wept like a sorrowing child. 
Harry could not speak, and I left him to com-
fort the heiress when he could find his tongue. 
It was all plain sailing now. Allan's death 
would have left Julia the sole hell' to the estate, 
without the proof of the forgery of the existing 
will ; but it happened to be very fortm,ate that we 
obtained from him the confession as we did, for no 
sooner was his death made public, than an army 
of clamornus Jews came forth with the dead man's 
"promises to pay," to the aggregate amount of 
over twenty thousand pounds. The forgery of the 
will was unhesitating admitted by the proper pow-
ers, and as it was thus proved that Allan Aubrey 
never owned any part of his uucle's property, those 
sharks who had lent him money at an exorbitant 
rate of usnry, had the privilege of keeping his au-
tographs for their pay. 
After a necessary delay, Julia Provost came into 
the full possession of her property, and shortly af-
terwards she became the wite of Harry Topham. 
The wedding was a brilliant affail', and we enjoyed 
onrselves hugely. 
" We owe it all to you," murmured Julia, gaz-
ing up into my face with swimming eyes. 
"Yes," cried Harry, seizing my hand. "We 
owe everything to you. God bless you, my noble 
friend! Oh! you've made us so happy! We'll 
never forget it-never!" 
We three were alone then, and I turned towards 
the window to wipe a mote from my eye. There 
were pearly drops upon my hands, but they fell 
from other eyes than mine. 
A MAIDEN'S SPEECH.-A maiclen should neither 
talk scandal, nor scold, nor hate, so long, as least, 
as she is in love, on account of the contrast. 
When she has become mother of a household, with 
children, cows and. maid-servants, no rea,sonablc 
husband can object to a moderate degree of auger, 
and a humble share of scolding. 
SUW ARROW, THE :RUSSIAN HERO. 
He was in person miserably thin. and five feet 
one inch in height. A larg·e mouth, pug nose, eyes 
commonly half shut, a few gray side locks, brought 
over the top of hisibald crown, and a small unpow-
dered queue, the whole snrmounLcd by a three-cor-
nered felt hat, ornamented with green fringe, com-
posed the "head and front" of Field-Marshal 
Suwarrow; but bis eyes, when open, were piercing, 
and in battle they were said to be terrifically ex-
pressive. When anything said or done displeased 
him, a wavy play of his deeply-wrinkled forehead 
betrayed, or rather expressed, bis disapproval. He 
had a philosophical contempt for dress, and might 
often be seen drilling his men in shirt-sleeves. It 
was only during the severest weather that he wore 
cloth, his outer garments being mmally of white 
serge turned up with green. These were most in-
differently made, as were his large, coarsely greased, 
slouching boots; one of which he very commonly 
dispcnFcd with, leaving his kneeband unbuttoned, 
ancl his stocking about his heel. A huge sabre and 
a single order completed his ordinary costume ; 
but on grand occasions his field-marshal's uniform 
was covered with badges, and he was fond of tell-
ing where and how he had won them. He often 
arose at midnight, and welcomed the first soldier 
he saw moving with a piercing imitation of the 
crowing of a cock, in compliment to his early ris-
ing. It is saicl that in the first Polish war, know-
ing a spy was in the camp. he issued orders for an 
attack at cock·crow, and the enemy, expecting it 
in the morning, were cut to pieces at nine at 
uight-Suwarrow having turned out the troops an 
hom· before by bis well·known cry. The evening be-
fore the storm of Ismail be informed his columns : 
" To-morrow morning, an hour before daybreak, 
I mean to get up. I shall then dress and wash 
myself, and then give one good cock-crow, and 
capture Ismail!" 
When Segur asked him if he never took off his 
clothes at night. he replied : 
" No! when I get lazy, and want to have a 
comfortable sleep, I generally take oil one spur.'' 
Buckets of cold water were thrown over him be-
fore be dres..<>ed. and his table wa.s served at seven 
or eight o"clock with sandwiches and various 
messes which Duboscage describes as detestible 
Cossack dishes; to which men paid "the mouth 
honor, which they would fain deny, but dare not," 
lest Snwarrow should consider them efteminate. 
He had been very sickly in his youth, but by spare 
diet and cold bathing had strengthened and har-
dened himself into .fil'st-rate condition. English 
ale was his favorite drink. Soldiers, indifferently 
from any regiment, were his servants. His food, 
straw (for he used no bed), and lodging were the 
same as theirs. He saluted as they did ; dispensed 
with his pockethandkerchiefs, like them ; would be 
seen half-naked, airing his shirt and dressing him-
self at a watch-fire, among a crowd of them ; in 
short, he adopted all tbeir habits. Descending to 
be their friend and model, be did not only what 
they were obliged to do, but whatever ·it was to 
their advantage should be done ; and they were 
proud to imitate the man ·who was not less their 
comrade than their commander, and the companion 
of princes. The constraint of duty was unfelt--
obedience was a delight to them. They called 
themselves his children, and him their father; and 
while he attended to theil' wants like one, his fami-
liar jests with them, or in their presence, made 
every condescension convey some lesson. 
"What I say to a soldier," he observed, "is told 
to his comrades at night, and next day the army 
know it." 
To impress on them the duty of implicit obedi-
ence, his aides-de-camp were accustomed fo inter-
rupt his dinner or his doze with-
" You must eat no more," or," You must walk." 
"Ah!" he would answer, in affected surprise, 
" by whose order?" 
"By that of Field-Marshal Suwarrow," was the. 
reply ; and "he must be obeyed," was the laugh-
ing and submissive rejoinder. 
He once had his arm raised to strike a soldier, 
when an officer boldly exclaimed : 
"The Field-Marshal has commanded that no one 
shall give way to pa...<sion." 
He desisted, saying: 
" What the Field-Marsha1 orders, Suwarrow 
obeys." 
His instructions tended to form the man as well 
as the soldier. 
"If you perceive a cannon with lighted match," 
he directs, " rush upon it creeping: the ball will 
pass over your head- cannon and canuoniers are 
your own ; overset the gun and spike it-the men 
may receive quarter. It is a sin to slay without a 
cause. Do no wrong to an unoffending party; he 
supplies yon with meat and drink. A true soldier 
is no robber. Spoil is to be held sacred: if you 
capture a camp or fortress, it is all your own ; but 
beware of laying your hands upon spoil wi tboU:t 
previous orders. Seek to die for the honor of the 
Virgin Mary, your mother (the empress), and all 
the royal family. The church offen: up prayers for 
those who fall-honors and rewards await those 
who live. A soldier should be healthy-minded, 
brave, intrepid, decisive, loyal and honorable. Let 
him pray to God, from whom proceed victory and 
miraculous interpositions. God be our guide! 
God is our leader!" I don't know- I can't-im-
possible, were words he hated. "Learn- do-
try," he would exclaim ; "when a soldier is ex-
pected to act, and does nothing, be must do wrong; 
it he does something, there are chances he does 
rightly. Many a man has resources within himself 
that he is not aware of. Under Suwarrow he is 
sure to do his best." If he went into a house 
where the army bivouacked, he frequently orde1:ed 
away the doors and windows. "I am not cold nor 
afraid," he would say, ahd the soldiers, who laugh-
ed as they obeyed the order, would try to brave 
the cold like "their father." When provisions 
were scarce, he not uufrequently met the difficulty 
by ordering a general fast, which, as he kept it re-
ligiously, was cheerfully acquiesced in by the men. 
BROTHER AND SISTER.- As fathers .love their 
daughters bette1: than sons, and mothers love their 
sons better than daughters, so do sisters feel to-
wards brothers a more constant sentiment of at-
tachment than towards each other. None of the 
little vanities, heart-burnings, jealousies, that, alas 
for poor human nature! are but too apt to spring 
up in female hearts, can (or at all event.s should) 
arise between brother and sister ; each is proud of 
the success of the other, because it cannot interfere 
with self..-nay, on the contrary, is flattering to self. 
Hence, if there be a bond of family union more 
free from the selfish blots that interrupt all others, 
it is that which exists between an affectionate sister 
and brother. 
• TALE-BEAREns.- Tbere is nothing more con-
temptible in the world than a tale-bearer. A tale-
bearer generally imagines that be is doing himself 
and his hearer a great deal of service. He usually, 
however, does both harm, and dies, as he should, 
friendless and despicaLle. 
TIME is like a river, in which metals and solid 
rnbstances are sunk, while chaff and straws swim 
u pon the surface. 
